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mine. Imprudently I had, in former conversations, first awakened her religions scruples; the passion for me, which, had so much increased her enthusiasm, increased her melancholy; even the secret thought of belonging more closely to me "by sameness of belief had unconsciously influenced her. In a word, I formed the determination which could not but expose me to universal censure. helpless as I was, I united my destiny with hers. We were wedded at JEnsdorf, on the 4th of June 1761.'
This was a bold step, but a right one: Theresa Lad now no stay but him; it behoved them to struggle, and if better might not be, to sink together. Theresa, in this narrative, appears to us a noble, interesting being; noble not in sentiment only, but in action and suffering; a fair flower trodden down by misfortune, but yielding, like flowers, only the sweeter perfume for being crushed, and which it would have been a blessedness to raise up and cherish into free growth. Yet, in plain prose, we must question whether the two were happier than others in their union: both were quick of temper; she was all a heavenly light, he in good part a hard terrestrial mass, which, perhaps she could never wholly illuminate; the balance of the love seems to have lain much on her side. Nevertheless Heyne was a steadfast, true and kindly, if no ethereal man; he seems to have loved his wife honestly; and so, amid light and shadow, they made their pilgrimage together, if not better than other mortals, not worse, which was to have been feared.
Neither, for the present, did the pressure of distress^ weigh heavier on either than it had done before. He worked diligently, as he found scope, for his old Maecenases, the Booksellers; the war-clouds grew lighter, or at least the young pair better used to them; friends also were land, often assisting and hospitably entertaining them. On occasion of one such visit to the family of a Herr von Loben,